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J ſuper aftra: m: jungantur cymbala pleAris; 2 : 


| Dulcibus 67 reſonent terra poluſqiie m t 5 5 
9 Fer ſuper aſtra Deum, | quis vitalibus auris 3 
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Vn were the incidents, which gave 

birth to the following. compoſitions; ſome 
of which have occaſionally appeared in a maga- 
zine. They now form a collection, and are pre- 
ſented to the Public, not with a view to acquire 
fame, but to diffuſe the ſavour of vital Chriſti- 
anity in the world. Their ſubjeQs indeed are fo 
deeply ſerious, and the doctrines they inculcate 
ſo unfaſhionable, that the brilliant talents of a 
Dryden or a Hayley, if thus employed, muſt 
have failed of admiration; and, like the lily of 
the valley, bloſſomed in the ſhade. To the 


faithful few evangelic truth, in whatever dreſs, 1 


always appears with captivating charms. Others 
there are, whoſe attention will ſometimes be ar- 


reſted by a line of poetry, while they are deaf to 


the glorious voice of the Bible. And the victims 
of ſorrow are often happily diſpoſed to give a 
candid reception to thoſe counſels and inſtruc- 
tions, which offer a ſovereign balm for all their 
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Reader, whoſe. charater corjeſponds 
with bh either of theſe; deſc criptions, are here pecu- 
larly addreſſed... May t the dew of Heaven deſ- 
cend on theſe feeble labors, and bleſs them to the 


bi [pinitual3 improvement of many fouls | [ 
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RELIGIOUS SUBJECTS. _ 


"Sid Love. : 


8 are thoſe hours, my God, wha taught 7 7 Thee. | 
My thoughts find ſhelter from this ſtormy ſea, 15 
The world: where billows of o'erwhelming care 
Are bounded by that diſmal ſhore, deſpair; PE 
Where never-dying ſouls, to comfort loſt, 

For ever wander on the dreary coaſt; 
Nor find, nor hope as now to find, a cloſe 
| To days and years of never-ending woes. 
| Tremendous boundary of life's career! 

Muſt years of pain ſucceed to days of fear? | 
' Muſt life's ſhort joys (if dreams deſerve that name) 
End in eternal ſorrow, pain, and ſhame ? 
O folly, madneſs of the human mind, 

To ſeek what God bath ſaid, it ne er can find! 
| The world looks fair; the gilded covering's thin; 

And all is miſery and want within. 
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ö 
. Hide, candles cout; the Bible ſounds 1s thy "EY 
( (Awful the ſound!) © Eternity in Hell.” 
Eternity ! what means that word ? you ſay. 
Eternity is that to life's ſhort day, 
W Which ocean's vaſt, immeaſurable ſtrand 

ls to a ſingle particle of ſand. Fake 
O who can dwell midſt realms of endleſs . 
Where dire deſpair excludes hope's chearing light ? 
The ſoul, once cheated by an empty name, 

The votary of pleaſure, wealth, or fame, 155 
There undeceivd, where knowledge can't avail, 
Now finds, by ſad experience wiſe, how frail 
The world's fine promiſes of bliſs ; too late 
Taught wiſdom by the heavy hand of fate. 
Miethinks, the voice of ſome damn'd ſoul I hear, 
Sounds full of horror thus aſſault mine ear; f 
O for one drop of water to aſſuge 
This burning heat, this fire's inceſſant rage! 
eO for one drop of Lethe, to forget 
© Paſt ſcenes, that now torment me with regret! 

4 O world, world, world, thy promiſes were lies! 
fs chis the bliſs I ſought, the glitt ring prize, 
A For which to fruitleſs toil and care Ive giv'n 


&« O for ſome death, to kill this worm within, | 
< Too juſt reward for days and years of fih ! 


« Ey'n Hell would almoſt ſeem an Heav'n to me. 
„When will theſe torments end ? where ſhall I "OF 
« One gleam of hope to chear my 12 1 mind 5 
« Annihilation i is my laſt requeſt. 5 

00 ey me rom. thy frown, and n me reſt 1 
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& The precious, precious moments lent by Heav- n. 


O conſcience, conſcience, could I part with bee, 
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Ab, l ui of Piven gr ey 
* Hark J the clock ſtrikes, reflection diſmal bell, 
»« (The only clock that ever ſtrikes in Hell ) 

6 What does it ſay ?—FoR EVER 


Thanks to that grace, which ſhew'd my feet the way 
From this world's wilderneſs. to realms of day. * 
All praiſe to Him, who taught me to forego 
Pleaſures, that terminate in endleſs wae. 
Glory to God the Paraclete, who came 

To teach my heart the praiſes of the Lamb. 


O let me ſwim in this unbounded ſea, 
The dying love of Jeſus Chriſt to me 
In this unfathom'd ocean of delight, 
Let me for ever ſink; till depth, and height, 
And length, and breadth I find with ſaints above; 
And know, what can't be 155 . His love! 


Bleſs d be HIS name, 1 loyd our wind race, 
(O wond'rous myſt ry of redeeming grace!) 
> Eer yet the mountains roſe, or ocean heard 
Her bounds appointed by th' Eternal WORD: 
Eer yet the ſun began to rule the day, 

Or the pale moon had ſhed her milder ray: 
Long eder man drew his ſinful breath, ev'n then 
His ſweet delights were with the ſons of men. 
Ey'n then our bliſs engag'd th eternal mind 
The covenant was made, the contract fignd: 

| B 2 


— 3 — 


» Eph, iii. 8. » Prov. viii, 22 9 . 


A praiſe, all glory, ever bleſſed THREE, 
By ſaints and angels be aſcribd to Thee! 

O who can trace the period, when this love 

In the Redeemer's breaſt began to move; 2 
| When firſt He undertook our wretched cauſe, 
Engag'd as man t' obey His Father's laws: 

As man to die, and ſhed His precious blood, 

l I' atone for fin againſt Himſelf as God. | 


In the appointed time the Savior came ; 

Love was his errand, Jeſus was his name. 
He, before whom archangels bow'd with awe, 
S Whoſe will among the hoſts of Heav'n was law; 
He, who had reign'd from everlaſting days; 

& Who ſpake, and worlds ſprang forth to ſhout His praiſe - 
Whoſe nature and perfeRions could not know 
Increaſe or diminution from below ; 

W (As to the ſun no light the glow-worm gives: 
As, tho' the planetary world receives 

Its ſplendor from the ſun, that orb ſo bright, 
Feels no decay from its expence of light); 
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q EIn theſe hs of rebuke and EY IO when the Godhead af ; our 
| Savior is publickly oppoſed and denied, it may be proper to direct 
"the Reader's mind to ſome poſitive paſſages of Scripture, in which 
the above affertions are confirmed by words written under the inſpi- 
ration of the Holy Ghoſt. Pf. xcvii. 7. comp. Heb, i. 6. John i. 
1, 2. Col. i. 16, Rev. v. 16, Iſai, vi. 5, comp. John xii, 41. 
'Uai. xliv. 6. comp. Rev. xxii. 13. The Reader, who wiſhes for 
_ farther confirmation of this momentous ſubject, will meet with it in 
Jones's Catholic Doctrine of a Trinity; and Horæ Solitariz, vol, I. 
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Ile left the lucid ſeats of endleſs day; 
In the dark womb the world's Creator lay. _ 
He, who is juſtly the Jehovah ſtyl'd, Sn, 


Was found in human fleſh, an helpleſs child; 
Like ſinful man, but holy, undefil'd. 
The glorious Ancient of eternal days, 
Who dwelt in, light's intolerable blaze, 
Laid His bright robes of radiant glory by, 
And deign'd as man to live, as man to die. 
According to the gracious plan of Heav' *. 

»« To us a Child is born, a Son is giv'n.“ 
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« But hs 7 TE how 7 ; Important queſtions theſe. 
ee Say, was He born in affluence and eaſe ? 
Was ſome grand palace for His advent rear d? 
* To welcome Heav'n's great King a throne prepar'd ? 
„ Say, did His parents rule o'er wide domains, 
“And ſway the ſceptre of extended plains ?” 
No. He was born in penury-and want : 
Our world could nothing but a ſtable grant 
To Him, who made it. There our Jeſus drew 
His earlieſt breath, conceal'd from human view. 
But Angels recogniz'd th' incarnate God; 
And quitted for awhile their bleſs'd abode: 
On rapid wing thro” yielding air they came, 
And bail'd their Maker's birth with loud acclaim. 
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4 1 Tim. iii. 16. Kom. viii. 3. f Hebs vii, 26. 
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* x Tim. vi. 16. » Ifai, ix. 6 
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8 No 6 the tens of men: thay wwe Him not: 


Fay other things engag'd their buſy thought. 
Him they rejected as the meaneſt ſave/, 
Fo he Lord of Glory, born their ſouls 60 ſave. 


& How did He 1 while here. ? admir'd and loyd, 
& Prais d and ador'd by all where er He movd?“ 
No. He was ſcorn'd, rejected, and 8 
With hatred by the world His pity wood. 
Vet was His heart moſt kind, and fully bent 
On doing good to all, where'er He vent. 
Love mark d His footſteps whereſoe'er He trod, 
And miracles proclaim d the „ God. 


He, whoſe almighty fiat Heav'n fulfills ; ; 


| * Whoſe are the cattle on a thouſand hills; 


The fiſh, that navigate th' unbounded main; 

The foreſt beaſts, and flocks on ev'ry plain; 

He, nature's Lord, experienc'd,: while on earth, 
The want of things to which His pow'r gave birth. 

Full well He knew what thirſt and hunger mean, 

And all the infirmities which men ſuſtain. 

A few poor women with their pittance try'd 
Their love to prove; and, as they could, ſupplied 
The wants He felt; the rich His name abhor'd, 

And * denen on r incarnate Lord. 


How did He die ? men 1 blind before, 
ee Then ſaw His wo and humbly bow t adore.” 


t Ads x, 38. > Pf, 1, 40, Lake viii. g. 
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"I. As u life Þ ao in te dan, 1 
Ys Sinners on earth combin'd with fiends beneath 
With ranc'rous hate from ev ry vein to pour e IN 
His precious blood, and ſtain their hands with gore. . 
Yes: men His hands had made, who breath'd His air, 4 

Who ow'd their daily comforts to His care; I 
Men, whom He came to reſcue by His n 
From endleſs wrath, and reconcile to Gd. a 
Theſe doom d and nail d Him to th Ae tree, 8 
And ſported with His 12 and agony. | 5 


In this ſad tragedy had I no ſhare? 
Yes, O my ſoul ! thy fins He came to bear. 
I ſharpen'd ey'ry. thorn, that tore His head 
The pangs He bore, He bore them in my ſtead; 
I twin'd the cords, that bound Him to the ſtake, 
And form'd the ruthleſs wire, that plow'd His "NT 
The rugged nails that fix'd Him to the tree, 
Tho' driv'n by Roman hands, were forg'd by me; 
My ſins did vigour to that arm impart, - 
And forc'd the ſpear, that pierc'd Him to the heart 7 
Tho' other hands my Savior crucifyd, 
T 'was in my ſtead the 3 II ayd. 


= O! let me Took on Him my fins have pierc'd, 
And mourn, in ſeas of pungent grief immers'd! 1656 
O ! let me weep for Him, and Him alone, 
As ſome fad father for an only fon! 
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9 4 Zech. xii. 10. 
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And ik YI FO for dying love! 


# 


If you regard th! incarnate God, as ſlain 
b eruel hands of unrelenting men; 
The picture's gloomy, and with deep concern 


From ſuch a tragic ſcene you well may turn. 
But if your eye pervade the whole deſign, 


You'll ſee bright traces of the hand Divine: 


Ho mercy mild, and ſweet benignity 


With juſtice ſtern unite in harmony: 

| Wiſdow, and pow', and love combine to raiſe 

Our wonder high, and tune our hearts to praiſe, 
Tas Heav'n's offended majeſty, that laid 

Our load of guilt on His immac late head. 

According to the predetermin'd plan, 

He dy d as ſurety for the debt of man. 

As ſuch, God's juſtice plung'd the righteous fword 
Full in the boſom of th' incarnate WORD. 
Theſe ſtreams of mercy took their riſe above, 
From the hg fountain of eternal love. 


N Sing, O ye Hoary! ns; thou earth's remoteſt bound, 
From all thy caverns echo back the ſound: | 
Ye mountains, foreſts, ev'ry tree therein, 

Lift up your voices, and the ſong begin. 


Our God is glorious, for His work is done; 
Salvation's finiſh'd by th eternal Son. 


55. 


a Pſc ix. 11. . | Ifai, xliv. 28. 
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Ĩ be bond is cancell'd, all our debts are pad. 
be law fulfill'd, the hand of juſtice ſtay'd. 55 
Hop Juſtice itſelf admits the ſinner's plea; | | 
And joins with mercy, crying, “ ſet him free.” 
That law, which doom'd the ſoul to endleſs woe, 
Now cries, © enough, looſe him, and let him go.“ 
? Who ſhall charge any thing to man's account ? 
Has not Immanuel paid the whole amount. 
*Tis God that juſtifies, who ſhall arraign? 
If the believer's loſt, Chriſt dy'd in vain. 
He roſe, aſcended, and now fits on high, 
At God's right hand enthron'd in majeſty ; 
There pleads our cauſe, our Advocate with God, 
Off ring, as newly ſpilt, His precious blood. 
Lo, at his chariot wheels are (captive led | 
Sin, Satan, Hell, and Death the king of Gus | 
O! ſhout His praiſes, all ye heav'nly choir; 
Louder, yet louder ſtrike th' immortal lyre. 
Let the redeem'd from earth the chorus ſwell ; 
Sing how He ſav'd your ruin'd fouls from Hell: 
His free, His rich, His glorious grace declare; 
Let ev'ry note more ſweetly fill the air; 
Till all His ſaints below, and all above, | 
Fall at His feet o'erwhelm'd with dying love. 


C2 


God's'great deſign's complete ; the work is done: 
The Father reſts delighted in his Son. 


Whoever will, may come, and taſte the ſtream 
Olf full ſalvation flowing from the Lamb. 
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175 Rom, viii, 33, 34. 
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7 Come Fg ye poor, ye 3 . ye vile, 
On you, een you the ſinner's Friend will ſmile. 


Hear, how He calls you: * © haſten to my breaſt, 
Here you ſhall find your everlaſting reſt : 


„ Come unto me, ye heavy laden ſouls ; 
* For you the river of falyation rolls: 


© Thouſands have drank, thouſands are drinking ſtill: 


For you theſe waters flow, come all that will. 


Fear not t'impoveriſh life's copious well, 


*The more they're drank, the more theſe waters ſwell. 
* Stay not to fit yourſelves, or robes prepare ; 


* Youre welcome, lep'rous, loathſome as you are ; 


*The blood, that iſſu d from my open'd veins, 
Shall waſh away your fouleſt, deepeſt ſtains: 
& You're naked; but my robe of righteouſneſs, 


Which my own hands have wrought, ſhall be your dreſs. 


Thus waſh'd, no ſpot the keeneſt eye ſhall ſee, 
& Tho! juſtice ſearch with ſtricteſt ſcrutiny. 


Thus cloth'd, your robes of pure unblemiſh'd — 8 8 


* Shall far tranſcend angelic robes of light: 


(Their righteouſneſs is creaturely at beſt, 
«& You in my own obedience ſhall be dreſt.) 


&« Thus waſh'd, thus cloth'd, you may approach my Kg 
& Nor doubt of finding full acceptance there.” 


| Thou, who haſt felt affiftion's keeneſt dart. 


Long fix'd and rankling in thy bleeding heart; 
Jeſus alone has pow'r to draw it thence ; '; 


He wy can the healing balm diſpenſe : 
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1 Matth. xi, 28, Ff, Kxxvi. 9. 
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In Him experience, pow, and {kill Divine: 
With warden * and tende rneſs . g 


1 poor, whoſe * are waſh'd with tears of woe? 
To Him, your friend, in full aſſurance go. 
The Lord of Glory ſpreads His liberal tore 
Of richeſt wines and cordials for the poor: 
His hand's munificent ; His heart is free; 
You'll not miſcarry, for He pitied me. 


O all ye rich, ye learned, great, and wiſe, 
Who pour contempt on J eſu's ſacrifice : 
Ve, who rejett our Lord with proud diſdain, 
Counting His blood unholy and unclean : 
The world's your own, its wiſdom, wealth, and fame; 
Leet me but hear my Savior's charming name: 
Vour glories I eſteem but dung and droſs, 
While I can lowly ſit at Jeſu's croſs. 
Here let me ſit, and love, and weep, and ſinile, 
And thus the tedious hours of life beguile ; 
Till He, the finner's gracious Friend, ſhall come 
To take a blood-bought, love-ſick E Dome. J 
Why do he thoughtleſs ſons of men refus 
The Savior's offers, and His grace abuſe ? bf 
Alas, they're ſtrangers to themſelves and Him, 
Dead to eternity, alive to time: 1 
Sinai's tremendous flames they never ſaw, 
Nor heard the thunders of the firy law. 
Tho? impotent they're cruſh'd before the moth ; 
.* Conceiv'd in fin, and heirs of future wrath; - 
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* a | 8 Tre. | 6, rings "I — 
* Ph li. 3. Eph, ii. g. FI. ii, 3. Ifaiz xlviti. 8. 
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py” Tho! born: tranſgreſſors from their mother's womb ; 
| Impenitent; they fear no wrath to come. | 
Such is fall'n man, rebellious, deaf, and blind: | 
No terrors can appal his callous mind: DIE 
Tho in God's word he reads his guilty ſtate, 
Yet he trips gaily on the brink of fate: 
(Like one, born blind, that ventures on the clifts, 
Where Vincent's rock to Heav'n its ſummit lifts; 
Tho' danger threatens, and tho' ruin's near, 
On the dread brink he ſtands, devoid of fear; 
Or thoughtleſs on his giddy footſteps go 
Unconſcious of the gaping gulph below.) 
The ſilver trumpet ſounds; it ſounds in vain : 
He treats the friendly meſſage with diſdain : 
Tho God has deign'd to ſpeak in ev'ry page 
His love to man, he turns away in rage. 
( Juſt fo of old the Syrian Captain heard 
With angry diſcontent Eliſha's word : 
Tho' eaſy were the means preſcrib'd for cure, 
And tho' the remedy was ſafe and ſure; 
Vet he, too proud to waſh in Jordan's ſtreams, 
Vainly of Abana and Pharpar dreams; _ 
Diſdainful turns from Iſrael's healing wave, 
And ſcorns th advice the friendly Prophet gave. N 
The ſick alone need the Phyſician's art; 
Chriſt loves the broken, not th % e beart. 


5 . Thanks to that Pow'r, which apt _ eyes to ſee | 
Muy need of Chriſt, and that He died for me. 
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St. Vincents Rocks near Briſtol, 2 Kings v. 10, 11. 
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And now what have 1 farther to requeſt. } NON 


But faith to lean more ſweetly on His breaſt; 
For only there my weary ſoul finds reſt. 
Why ſhould I wiſh to live, but Chriſt to love ? 
Why fear to die, fince [Jeſus lives above? 
Or why deſire along continuance here, 
But to His praiſe ſome monument to rear? 
The world's a wilderrieſs, a tearful vale, 
And man th' hiſtorian of the gloomy tale: 
Inceſſant ſorrow, like a river, flows; | | 
And fighs add ſtrength to ev'ry wind that blows. 
Hark, in yon region, where my Savior dwells, 
His name the rapturous Hoſannah ſwells : 
There happineſs is found without alloy, 
There flows the ſpring: tide of unmingled joy: 
No ſorrow there diſtends the panting breaſt, 
The aching keart there finds a perfett reſt, 
O may I reach at laſt that happy ſhore, 
And praiſe redeeming love for evermore ! 


A Clergyman's Reflefions on 3 Hh Bell. 


toll for one of his Pariſhioners. „ 
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Hi O my ſoul, yon bell's rremendous found 
Is heard thro' all the filent welkin round; WS 
It ſpeaks the ſolemn, much negleQed lt; 

In accents loud it ſpeaks to thee,—to all. 

"The ſound ſhould ſpread alarm thro ev'ry heart; 

But mine ſhould feel the moſt diſtinguiſh'd part, 


| 55 Another foul, eſcap'd from nf A 
Ils borne triumphant to the throne of God; 
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Convey'd by angels to the realms above, 
Where ſaints made perfect chaunt the ſong of love : 
Or, caſt indignant to the ſhades below, 


Where Tophet's caverns echo ſhrieks of woe: 


Where conſcience harrows up the guilty ſoul ; 


Where flames ſulphureous rage without controul; 


Where fell delpair her endleſs empire keeps; 
Where joy is never felt, where anguiſh never ſleeps. 
Awful alternative! of endleſs joy, 


Or pain without a cloſe, without alloy. 


Strike, awful ſound ! on mine attentive ear 
Let ev'ry breeze th' important leſſon bear; 


Let me forget the trifles of an hour, 
Eternity engroſs my ev'ry pow'r ! 

And leave no room for aught to enter here 
But godly jealouſy, and filial fear. 


Another ſoul remov d from earth, to dwell 
With Godin glory, or the damn'd in Hell ! 


No more my warning voice his ears ſhall hear, 


To him no more my liſping tongue ſhall bear 


The joyful meſſage from the court of Heav'n, 
Of peace with God reſtor d, and ſin forgiv'n. 
My tongue! haſt thou been faithful to declare 


God's total counſel without ſhame or fear? 


My heart! haſt thou been.rais'd on wings of love, 
In ſupplication to the throne above? 
Have I fulfill d the faithful ſhepherd's part ? 


Had I my brother's future weal at heart? 
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O ſhould he meet me at the bar of God, 
And on my conſcience lay the guilt of blood! 

The. vital warmth grows chill thr6* all my veins; 
Ol] waſh me, blood Divine, from all my ſtains ! 
But ſhould he meet me in that day of days, 
And tell it to the dear Redeemer's praiſe, 
That I was made the inſtrument of good, 
While preaching Jeſu's all atoning blood; 
Then love Divine ſhall fill my raptur'd ſou}, 

And triumphant grace ſhall found from pole to _ 


—— 
Lines addreſſed to a Foug Perſon, 


| 8 HORT is uk date of fublnary joys; ; 
The ev'ning low'rs, ſoon as the ſun- beams rife. 


Short is th uncertain life of helpleſs man; 


His days how juſtly liken'd to a ſpan | 

He's born he graſps ſome ſhadow as it flies; 
But, ere he graſp the ſhade, the graſper dies. 
O think not then that heauty's fading flowir, 


Or earthly grandeur's unſubſtantial pow r, 


Or human viſdom's flatt ring aid can fave, 

Or ranſom their poſſeſſors from the grave 

Not daring Philip's more audacious ſon- 
Eſcap d the tomb, tho' Earth was all his own. 
Silent is now the tongue, which Kings obeyd; 
Reduc'd to duſt the hand, which ſceptres ſway d. 


Err _ 


"ON Bzck. ii, 18. 5 7. Alexander the Great. 
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5 Poor Cleopatra, queen of all the 88 7 5 


Where Nile his tertilizing water pours; _ 75 


Fiair was thy form, and vaſt thy ſhort-liv'd ſtate, 
(Short. liv'd is all the world calls good or great); 


Tho Anthony relign d the world, and gave 
To ruſt his conq ring arms, and bow'd thy ſlave; 


Tho pleaſure open'd her extenſive ſtores, 


And India's treaſures bleſs d th' Egyptian ſhores; 


All, all was vain: the aſpic's poiſon'd bite 


Sent thy deſpairing ſoul to endleſs night. | 


. 0 covet then no help, that earth can give 3 
Aſpire to realms, where joys eternal live: 

Let earthly pleaſures ne*er thy mind controul ; 

- Nought ſhort of God can ſatisfy the ſoul. 


The time is haſt ning, when this world ſo fair 
Shall fill with ſmoky volumes all the air; 


Earth's gaudy toys ſhall greet our eyes no more, 


The ſea be dry, and burnt th' extended ſhore: 5 
'To hills and rocks in vain ſhall ſinners fly; 
But thoſe, who live in Chriſt, ſhall never die. 


They then ſhall meet their Savior in the air, 


Shall hear His ſweet, harmonious voice declare, 


Come to my arms, your everlaſting home.” 
Con ye . 


, * 


A F ragment. 


| Ws: Grace 1 my ſoul, FRO and WS 


Stands gazing at the wonders of my God. 
Angels ador'd, with ſhouts the morning ſtars * 
Their anthems rais'd, when at the birth of time 
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Arrangement beautiful and order flow d 
From the chaotic maſs: but moſt of all 
When man, of wonders chief and moſt admir d, 
Elab' rate ſpecimen of ſov'reign art, 
Image of his Creator, crown'd with light, 
With wiſdom, beauty, dignity, and love, 
Half human, half Divine, ſtood forth to view ! 
But his recovery from death to life, 
From fin to holineſs, from Hell to Heav'n ; 
Recovery from principles, which pride 
And ſelf infus'd, to thoſe which actuate 
Angelic hoſts above—the love of God ; 
Effected too by means aſtoniſhing 
To earth, and heav'n, and hell- the wond'rous eroſs: 
This tun d angelic harps to higher notes. 
Creation's work was great: but greater far 
God's laſt great work! There matter's pliant maſs 
Mov'd in ſubmiſſion to its Maker's will : 
No obſtacles oppos'd ; no law t' obey, 
Whoſe rules by awful ſanctions are ſecur'd, 
Changeleſs as that the Medes and Perſians rul'd; 
No fin to cancel ; and no crimſon dye 
To waſh away ; no juſtice to appeaſe. 
Here ev'ry obſtacle, law, juſtice, man. 
* Zerubbabel appears ; the mountains fly, 
The tow'ring craggy rocks become a plain, 
Rough becomes ſmooth, and crooked places ſtraight, 
The promiſed ſalvation of our God 
All fleſh hath ſeen : the Sun of Righteouſneſs 
With healing wings is rin 
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A Review of Life. * 


Ix this uncertain ſcene of changing things 
To Thee I look, unchanging King of kings ! 
Thy wiſdom, pow'r, and goodneſs I adore ; 
Thy vengeance deprecate, Thy grace implore. 
Thy pow'r and wiſdom form'd my wond'rous frame ; 
And from Thy breath th' immortal ſpirit came. 
By Thee ſuſtain'd in being from the womb, 
Thy goodnels ſav'd me from an carly tomb : 

A thouſand favors mark my paſling days, 

And ev'ry riſing ſun Thy love diſplays. 
Wretch that I am ! how has my will rebell'd 
Againſt that mercy which my ſoul upheld ! 
How have my vile affections left my God ! 

In folly's maze my wayward footſteps trod. 
Untaught by precepts, and unaw'd by fears, 
Unmov'd by all Immanuel's groans and tears, 
Harden'd againſt Thine all-prevailing grace 
I liv'd, and thus defy'd Thee to thy face! 

On the thick boſſes of Thine awful ſhield * 
Thoughtleſs I ruſh'd ; to all Thy threat'nings ſteel'd, 
Fearleſs of death, and everlaſting wrath. 

So flutters round the flame the filly moth, 

So at the bait the river's tenants fly, 

Swallow the fatal hook, then bleed and die. 
Why am I left a cumb'rer of the ground? 
Why am I ſtill, where pardon may be found ? 
Only becauſe Thy mercy cries, © forbear ;” 
And bids ch' uplifted ax the cumb'rer ſpare. 
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Since mercy, ſuited to my various wants, 
Including all „Hor which my ſpirit pants; 
Free as the air, chat fills Heav'n's azure fields; 
More precious than the gold Golconda yields; 
Mercy, extenſive as the ſolar beams; 

And welcome to the ſoul, as Horeb's ſtreams 
To Iſrael's fainting tribes; ſince grace ſo free, 
So rich, and plenteous, is vouchſaf d to me; 

O let my heart, my lips, and life declare 

Thy boundleſs praiſe ! O may I wholly bear 
Thy ſacred image! Let me ever prove 

The gracious record true, that + God is Love !” 


ee — 


An Epihalaniom: 


Au hail, auſpicious morn ! may bleſſings great | 

As Heav'n in this fall'n ſtate beſtows on man; 

Countleſs as dew drops on the ſpangled hor, 
The ſtars in yonder ſtudded vault above, 

Or ſands on yon immeaſurable ſhore : 

May bleſſings, welcome as th' approach of day, 

And friendly roof to the loſt traveller, 

Be thine ! | 


Ye wedded pair, for whom my ſoul beats high 
With ardent love and-vows of happineſs, 
May this long wiſh'd for day be fraught with bliſs ; 
Such as a ſight of native ſhores and hills 
Yields the tir'd mariner, who long has plow'd 
The boiſt'rous deep, expos'd to winds and waves 
C 2 
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Midſt burning ſuns, or winter's biting froſts. 

Long have ye felt the pain, which baniſhment 
From all the ſoul holds dear, occaſions; long 

| Your hearts have felt the pangs of dire ſuſpence, 

Of hope delay'd, and expettation vain. 

As one, long exercis'd with pain and grief, 

Chain'd by diſeaſe whole days and tedious nights, 
To his once lov'd, but now deteſted couch, 
Sicken d by nauſeous draughts and bitter pills, 
Greets the return of health, th' approach of joys 
And pleaſures long unknown, now doubly priz'd, 
Their value much enhanc'd by ſad reverſe : 

So may the clouds, which long have overſpread 

Th' horizon of your joys, brighten the more 

The cloudleſs {ky of this illumind morn ! 

Long may you live t' enjoy the benefits, 

Which Heav'n indulgent gives; may each new day 
Be mark d by good receiv'd, and praiſe return'd ! | 
Long may you ſee your children's children riſe 

Like fruitful olive-branches round your table! 

May peace and plenty make their fix'd abode 

Within your walls! What ſhall the Muſe ſay more Bu 
Bliſs may you prove as exquiſite as that, | 
Which Junia and your friend have long enjoy'd! 
May fair Andronica, like Junia, charm ; 

And Hermas ſee like Perſis, and admire | 


Permit the Muſe, a friend to viſdon- 8 lore, 
To whilper into each attentive ear 
Some needful truths. Fools hate to hear her voice ; 
The wiſe will liſten to th' unheeded call. 


Man was not born for earth; the preſent ſtate 
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Is not his reſt, Tis madneſs to expe 
To taſte th' unqingled cup of joy below. 

The earth itſelf is deſtin'd to the flames; 

And yonder beauteous ſky, our eyes behold, 

Deſtruttion ſure awaits : all earthly things 
Alter, decay, and haſten to their end. 
Such is the will of righteous Heav'n. But man, 
Short-ſighted man, blind as the earth-born mole, 
That makes her darkſome dwelling in the ground 
Impervious to the ſun's enlight'ning ray; 
Man dreams of perfect happineſs on earth, 
Eretts his fabrick high of tow'ring hopes, 

And builds his neſt, as if to laſt for ever. 

But who, that's wiſe, would build upon the wave, 
Or truſt his weight unwing'd to yielding air ? 
Ne'er let my friends forget th* approach of death, 
The op'ning grave, and that eternal world, 

d To which we're baſt'ning, carried down the ſtream, 
The rapid ſtream of time, as the light cork 

On Niagara's ruſhing cataratt. 

The keen edg'd ſcythe, the tyrant monſter wields, 
Muſt ſoon divide aſunder, and diſſolve 

The ſtrongeſt earthly bonds and human ties. 
How wiſe to ſeek our reſt beyond the grave ; 
The city, whoſe foundations ſtand unmoy*d 

On everlaſting hills ! by faith and love, 

The cement that unites the ſoul to Chriſt 

(The ſure foundation, the tried ſtone, the rock 
Eternal as th' exiſtence of a God) 
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To join ourſelves to Him that dies no more, a bl 
Make Him our portion, and our all in all. 

O! may my friends to Him themſelves d&vote ; 

On their lov'd heads may God the Spirit pour 

The conſecrating oil! Their all be His, | 
Who bought them with His precious, precious blood ! 
O! may they give their all, their wealth, their life, 
Their ſoul and body, into thoſe bleſt hands, 

Which once were nail'd to the accurſed tree! 

As a true ſhepherd of the fold, may he 

With faithful diligence, and tender zeal, 

The ſheep, the Lord commits unto his care, 

Lead to green paſtures of eternal love ; 


Hard by the ſtreams, that iſſue from the throne 


Of God and of the Lamb! May rich ſuccels 
Attend his efforts in the cauſe of God ! 

Together may they labor to diffuſe 

The precious ſavour of Immanuel's name : 

He the kind father of the helpleſs flock ; 

And ſhe th' indulgent mother: till at laſt 

The Judge ſhall bid them welcome to his throne. - 


0 Thou, ako once waſt preſent, while on earth, 
At Cana's marriage, with Thy preſence bleſs 
This ſolemn ſeaſon, and Thy ſervants here 
Our earthly bleſſings ſweeten with Thy love, 
And turn, O turn our water into wine! 


— S 


An e to a Friend under Afiftion. 


Mi Idſt Heywodd? $ ads conceal d from human view, 
Theſe lonely hours I dedicate to you. 
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Condemn'd to abſence from the friend I love, 

My gloomy mind enjoys the gloomy grove. 

Gloomy the breeze, that plays around my head; 
Gloomy the moſs-clad turf, on which I tread; 
Gloomy the rill, that murmurs at my feet; 

Gloomy the eglantine, that ſhades my ſeat ; ; 

Gloomy theſe flow'rs, which ſhed their ſweets around; 
Gloomy yon mountains, which my proſpett bound; 
Gloomy the ſtrains, the feather'd warblers ling ; ; 
Gloomy each riſing beauty of the ſpring: 

Yon boarſe- ton d rooks their notes with theſe combine, 
Their {trains alone are conſonant with mine. 


My ſoul, with thine united and made one, 
Feels all thy woes, and makes them all her own : 
Thy tears are mine; thy ſighs my boſom heave; 
In all thy tend'reſt griefs thy brother grieves. 
Think not his kindred mind can ceaſe to join 
In ſympathetic uniſon with thine. 

No! ere firm friendſhip ceaſe to warm this heart, 
May the cold duſt enwrap this mortal part! 

Till life's elaſtic pow'rs ſhall ceaſe to move, 

I'll ſtill folicit Heav'n for one I love. 


« But why theſe kind profeſſions? you cant dry 
*The briny tears, that bubble from mine eye. 
« You can't ſupprels the ſigh that rends my breaſt ; 
6 Nor lull the ſorrows of my heart to reſt.” 


'Tis true: Great Comforter ! deſcend, and bring 
Sweet conſolation's wave from Horeb's ſpring ! 
O ! point the mourner to the page Divine, 
Where comfort ſtands confeſt in ev'ry line ! 
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O let the promiſe written there with blood, 

© 6 That all things ſhall co-operate for good,” 
Still be his refuge in this vale of tears, 
His griefs remove, and diffipate his fears! 
Give him for heavineſs the oil of joy! 

Let praiſe to Thee our ev'ry hour employ ! 
Let our whole lives Thy loving-kindneſs tell, 
Convinc'd that Jeſus has done all things well. 4 
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A Meditation during a Seaſon of mental Trouble. 


y HY abſent from my ſoul, thou God of love ? 
Why do thy chariot wheels ſo ſlowly move? | 
On the ſwift winds ſtrong pinions borne, deſcend ; 
Ibis blue ethereal with thy preſence rend! 

Haſten o'er hills of fin to my relief; 

Break down the bars of pride and unbelief! 

Oh! let my ſoul thy gracious ſmile enjoy, 

That grateful love may all my pow'rs employ. 


In moments paſt thy goodneſs I have felt ; 
But now the ſpark of life's obſcur'd by guilt ! 
Thro' the dread load enormous fins have rear'd, 
The whiſpers of thy love are ſcarcely heard. 
(Yet, gracious Savior, like the plaintive dove, 
I mourn at times my loſs, as ſick of love!) 


* 
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My heart is colder than the frozen zone; _ 
Thou Sun of Righteouſneſs, and Thou alone, 
Canft tha the i icy chains, 'which bind that heart ; 
Diſſolve the ſnow, and bid the froſt depart. | 
Ah! how unlike the ſnow my guilty ſoul, 

Which neither love can melt, nor pow'r controul! 
Betwixt myſelf, and thoſe in hell I fee 

This only diff rence, Jeſus died for me. 


Harder than rock of ſtone, or ſolid braſs, 
My heart reſiſts the efforts of thy grace. 


* Yes, the rocks heard, when the Redeemer groan'd, 


His pow'r confeſs'd, and all his goodneſs own'd; 
Their maſly ſubſtance felt Thy dying words: 
But no repentant ſighs, my heart affords. 


Yet, Lord, Thy pow'r can break this heart of ſtone, 


Speak but the mighty fiat and 'tis done. 

The love that brought Thee from the azure ſky, 

The love, which caus'd the Lord of life to die, 

Can break the hardeſt heart, can melt ev'n. mine, 
And fill up ev'ry throb with love Divine. 


Mine eyes, dear Lord, refuſe their moiſt ſupply, 
Yet glance on me one arrow from Thine eye, 
Soon ſhall theſe eyes in ſtreams of grief o'erflow, 
And pour forth floods of overwhelming woe, 
Backſliding Peter thrice deny d his God: 

But Jeſus look d, and Peter wept aloud. 
Thus may I weep in bitterneſs of ſoul ; 


Till fin and ſelf are loſt, and Chriſt poſſeſs the whole. 


* Matth, xxvii. 51, f Match. xxvi. 75. 
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Still, Lord, I love Thee; Thou art ever mine. 
My beſt belov'd, my Friend; and I am Thine. | 
Claſp'd in Thine arms, nor death, nor hell ſna move 
My beſt affections from the God I love. 

s Tho' hell's proud gates my garriſon aſſail, 
Hell's gates can never oer my God prevail. 
Strong in Jehovah's ſtrength my ſoul ſhall ſtand, 
Upheld and ſuccour'd by his mighty hand. 

The everlaſting arms beneath me lie: 

In Jeſus ſhall I live; in Jeſus die. 

O Death, where is thy ſting ? thy bes o'er: 

O Grave, thy boaſted vict ry is no more. 

Vain are thine efforts to create diſmay ;. 

Soon ſhalt thou waft me to the realms of day. 

Soon ſhall I be where Jeſu's love ſhall dry 

Each grief. fraught drop, that bubbles from mine eye: 
Soon ſhall I ſee in flames this earthly ball, 

Shall mount to Heav'n, where Chriſt is all in all. 


While midſt this ſea of troubles I am left, 
Tho' of each ſublunary joy bereft ; 
Yet on Thy word of promiſe will I reſt, 
As hangs the infant on the foſt'ring breaſt. 
Thy word ſhall be my caſtle, and my fort, 
My ſure foundation, and my ſtrong ſupport. 
Tho' roaring waves, and billows round me war; 
Still faith's ſtrong fight ſhall eye the polar ſtar. 
Tho' whirlwinds threaten my frail bark t' oerwhelm ; 
Jeſus, ſalvation's Captain, guides the helm. 
| Tho' darknefs often hide Thee from my fight, 
No darkneſs from Thy love can diſunite : 


12 P 
2 1 
3 


4 Matth. xvi. 18. Deut. xxxiii, 27. 1 Cor, xv. 55+ 


_ 

Soon ſhall Thy ſmile make light again t' appear, 
And baniſh ev'ry doubt, and ev'ry fear. | 

Soon ſhalÞHe ſteer my veſſel to the land; } 


Himſelf yith open heart and arms ſhall ſtand 
Io bid me welcome to the happy ſtrand. 

Soon ſhall I be where ev'ry ſtorm is oer; 

Where devils, fins, and ſorrows vex no more. 


Yet, Lord, while in this wilderneſs I ſtray, 
Open ſome wells of comfort by the way ! 
Midſt Baca's dreary valley may I find 
Some blood-bought dainties to refreſh my mind! 
May heav'nly manna on my head deſcend ! 

May Horeb's waters all my ſteps attend ! 

O! let me find Thy chearing preſence nigh ; 
Leſt tir'd, benighted, loſt, I faint and die ! 
Where'er Thou art, is light, is Heav'n indeed; 
If Thou depart the ſhades of death ſucceed. 
Still let me near my heav'nly Friend abide, 
Still cloſer walk by my Beloved's fide : 

Lean on His boſom, all His goodneſs prove, 
The love of Heav'n, and the Heav'n of love. 


— 


Written at the deſire of a Lady on the Death of 
her Siſter, who departed this Life in the 
twenty-ſecond year of her age. 


Ar your requeſt, t afford your mind relief, 
I'll try to tune the lyre to notes of grief. 


. 
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* Pf. Ixxxiv. 6. 
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Bound to comply, when Junia deigns to aſR; 
I undertake the painful, pleaſing taſk. 
Unequal is this pen to write, what you 
May think to her ſufficient honour due, 
Whoſe loſs we mourn, whoſe memory we love, 

Whoſe ſteps we'd follow, and whoſe gain we'd prove. 
But more unfit this ſtamm'ring tongue to tell 
The praiſes of that grace, ſhe ſung ſo well; 

{ To ſpeak of Him, who perfected the plan 

Of Heav'n's deſigns to bleſs rebellious man. 


But ſay, my ſoul, what ſecret ſprings inſpire 
Thy vent'rous hand to touch the ſacred lyre ? 
Can it be, ſacrilegious thought! to place 
On thine own head the conſecrated bays ? 

No, vaniſh pride ! the glory all be giv'n 

To Him, who reigns eternal King in Heav'n. 

| Who, rich beyond all thought, beyond increaſe, 
E Impoveriſh'd Himſelf for Adam's race; 

{ Stoopd in the form of ſinful man t' appear, 

And on th' accurſed tree our fins to bear. 

No: on His brows, who bore for us the croſs, 
(For which our ſiſter counted all things lols ;) 
Thoſe brows, which once were ſtain'd with purple gore ; 
Which for us men a thorny di'dem wore ; 

On thoſe dear brows be plac'd th' immortal bays, 
To Him alone belongs inceſſant praiſe. 


Teach me, Eternal Spirit, how to write; 
Make me Thine inſtrument, do Thou indite. 
What mortal pen is competent to trace 
The works ſtupendous of almighty grace ? 


29 
Arithmetic, ſtand mute ! go, try t' explore 
Th' innumerable grains on ocean's ſhore: 
Go try thy ſkill on the nocturnal ſkies, 
And count the ſtars, that nightly fall and riſe : 
Reckon the ſuns in yonder milky way, 
Which ſcarcely reach our world with glimm' ring ray : 


Should'ſt thou ſucceed, thy pow'rs would uſeleſs prove _ 
To tell the wonders of redeeming love. 


This myſtery the heav'nly hoſts admire, 
While bright archangels tune th' immortal lyre. 

| Here Heav'n-born faculties, in deep ſurprize, 
With fix'd attention gaze, and dazzled eyes ; 

Till wonder, love, and praiſe their hearts inflame, 
They louder ſtrike their harps to Jeſu's name. 
Stop then, vain man, nor think thy grov'ling lays 
Can ever heighten God our Savior's praiſe. 


Could warm affettion worthy ſtrains inſpire ? 
Could friendſhip's pow'r convey poetic fire? 
Could ſorrow tune the harp? I then ſhould ſing, 
Tho' ev'ry muſe had drop'd the penſive wing. 


Say, thou firſt Suff' rer in this mournful ſcene, 
Who felt'ſt, if e're 'twas felt, affliction keen; 
Say, why demand a lay thine heart muſt feel, 
And ope the wound, which time alone could heal? 
Yet we're allow'd to drop the tender tear 
Ot er the dear lovely ſaint's untimely bier: 
For once the God incarnate deeply ſigb'd, 
And drop'd a tear, when much lov'd Laz'rus died. 


PI — 
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1 1 Pet, i, 12. 


Grace reigns ſupreme. From babes and ſucklings 


tongues | | 
The Savior's praiſe aſcends in ceaſcleſs ſongs. 
Our friend was young ; but early taught to riſe 
From earth her native land to diſtant ſkies : 
God's Spirit ſhew'd her willing feet the road 
From lying vanities, to real good. 
= She ſold her all, and bought the ſacred field, 
Wherein the pearl of value lies conceal'd. 
She ſold her genius, beauty, health, and time; 
And counted all, but dung and droſs for Him. 
Earth's choiceſt treaſures prov'd but light and vile, 
Weigh'd in her balances with Jeſu's ſmile, 
How firſt ſhe heard the Savior's charming voice; 
Ho firſt her ſoul was fill d with ſolid joys, 
She ſung herſelf in notes ſo {ſweet in ſound, 
Such ſtrains of gratitude as mine confound : 
As when, in ſummer's ſtrength, the glorious ſun 
Eclipſes with his light the paler moon; 
Or, as the ſtars their twinkling luſtre hide 
Amidſt the blazing day's meridian tide. 


* 


Early ſhe learn d in her great Prophet's ſchool, 
What Apathetics never learn by rule: 

Learn d to rejoice midſt trouble's raging flood; 
»» Baptiz'd with him, whoſe baptiſm was by blood. 
The flowing cup requires a ſteady hand: 

Few tquch uninjur'd pleaſure's magic wand: 
Few uninebriate drink the world's full bowl : 


g * Proſperity is dang'rous to the ſoul. 


m Matth. xiii. 45. » Rom, v. 3. 0 Luke xii. 30. 
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She early learn d from God's unerring word, 
That twas her priv'lege to be like her Lord. 

She found (convinc'd whate'er He ſent was right) 
His,yoke delightful and His burden light. 


His croſs ſhe cheriſh'd, bore the weight unmov'd : 
(What can't affection do?) His croſs ſhe lov'd. 


. 
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Fair were the features of her favor d mind: 
Grace there produce d its fruits of ev'ry kind. 
As in a chryſtal tube, place light within, 
Tho of that light the fountain be unſeen, 

Yet thro' the room that light its radiance ſpreads, 
And on the various objects luſtre ſheds : 

Thus while her heart the love of Jeſus ſway'd, 
Her life and walk its fwcet effects diſplay d. 


You've ſeen the humble violets, that grow 
Beneath the taller ſhrubs Divinely low : 
Unoſtentatious they their beauties hide, 
And ſhed their odours from the hedge-row fide. 
The modeſt flow'rs, with leaves their worth conceal'd, 
Unſeen by ev'ry eye their fragrance yield, | h 
Unequal'd by the dy'd vertumnal field. 
Her truth, humility, and meekneſs ſhew'd 
From what rich ſource perfume lo heav'nly flow'd. 


Oft have I ſeen her eyes with ſtreams o'erflow, 
The fruit of feelings few believers know : 
While her Lord preſence thro' her ſoul has ſpread, 
And open'd all the fluices in her head. 
The Chriſtian Niobe thus kiſs'd his feet 
Doom'd to be pierc'd for her: with ſorrows wet 


? Luke vii. 37, &c. 
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| rather « own. i hair ſhe wip'd them dry : 
Great was her love: the hiſt'ry tells us, why. 


* As 8” I of old ghe favor'd man of God 
Midſt Sinai's terrors in His preſence ſtood ; 
And, while the Lord deliver d down his law, 


* 


Some glimpſes of His matchleſs glory ſaw; 


When to the camp he came, his count'nance ſhone, 
And beam d in ſplendors borrow'd from the throne : 
Thus in her face Immanuel's ſweetneſs ſeen | 
Proy'd that the life of God was felt within. 

As from the fountain flows the limpid ſtream 

As from the ſun proceeds th'enliv'ning beam, 


So in her condutt much appear'd of Him. 
Great was my privilege, (how ill improv'd !) 


To be ſo much with one whom Jeſus lov'd. 


fi 1 like the ſolitary bird of eve, 


Her moſt beloved earthly-friends ſhe'd leave, 


T' enjoy in ſolitude that peace of mind, 
Which thouſands ſeek in crowds, but never find. 
Her cloſet was her Bethel. Jacob's God 


iS Vouchſaf d to viſit this His lov'd abode. 


Some glimpſes of th' ineſtimable prize 

There did He open to her raviſh'd eyes: 

The ſecrets of His wond'rous love diſcloſe, 
The ſov'reign antidote for human woes, 

Then could ſhe fay, inflam'd with holy fire, 

* 6 What can I elſe in earth or Heav'n defire ? 
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1 Luke vii. 47. 7 Exod, xxxiv. 29, JO, Pf. Ixxiii, 25. 
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« No other love ſhall my E ſhare, _ LY 5 1 0 1 
* & Thou Faireſt One among ten thouſand fair.” 1 5 


Weep on, ye deſtitute, her wori.1 ye know, © 
We cannot blame thoſe filent tears that flow. 
She was the benefactreſs of the poor: 8 
Weep on, your patroneſs is here no more. 

Say with what condeſcending grace ſhe mov d, 
While haſt ning to the cottages ſhe loyd. 
Say with what ſympathy ſhe heard your grief, 
While pity pour d the tear, that gave relief, 
Oft have I ſeen her on ſome humble ſeat 

Bend lowly at th' afflicted mourner's feet; 

And tell of Jeſu's love, and Gilead's balm, 

To ſoothe their griefs, and all their ſorrows calm, 


» Thus Enoch walk d with God; till angels bore 
His foul and body to an happier ſhore. 
Thus too ſhe walk'd, until the God of love 
Remov'd His blood: bought prize to realms above. 
* Waſh'd in His precious blood from ev'ry fin, 
Spotleſs from guilt, and * ſanetify'd within : 
By His obedience fav'd from ev ry fear, 
* Rob'd in the dreſs, which all His ſervants wear : 
Her accents theſe, . Lord Jeſus, quickly come 
Anſw' ring He came, and took her ſpirit home. 
There now releas'd. from ev'ry pain and toil, 
Her graces flouriſh in their native ſoil: 
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Cant. v. 10. 16. d Gen, v. 24. © Rev. vii. 14. 
4 Heb; Xlls 24+ 9 Rev. xix. 8. 
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„ There ſhe expatiates in the realms of day: 
Free from the clog of gravitating clay: 


There now ſhe ſees unvail'd her Savior's face, 
And ings the triumphs of TO grace. 


While. in this land of ad ye remain, 
And ſojourn on our threeſcore years and ten, 


May we be haſt'ning to the ſame abode ; | 


Walking by faith more cloſely with our God; 
Follow her ſteps, as ſhe purſu'd her Lord, 
His love our treaſure, our ſupport His word : 
Till Jeſu's welcome ſummons ſhall command 
Our happy ſpirits to that bliſsful land : 

Shall us to her, and her to us reſtore, 

Where ſeparation ſhall be known no more. 


— — 


Cee 


Dorp was the dreary night, 

And dark the welkin round, 
When God our dear Redeemer lay 

Stretch'd proſtrate on the ground. 


Deep were the groans that rent 
His agonizing breaſt, 

While all our num'rous ſins and griefs 
His ſinleſs boſom preſs'd. 


Large were the ſacred drops 
Of mingled ſweat and gore, 


* 35 
Which thro' His threefold veſtments flowd, | | = 
While all our guilt He bore. 


O may I love Him much, 

Who groan'd, and died for me; 
And of His matchleſs, boundleſs love 

Sing thro' eternity |! 
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